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There all thy gifts and graces we display,
Thou, only thou, directing all our way !
To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs,,
Pours at great Bourbon's feet her silken sona ;
Or Tiber, now no longer Roman, rolls,
Vain of Italian arts, Italian souls :
To happy convents, bosomed deep in. vines,
Where slumber abbots, purple as their wines :
To isles of fragrance, lily-silvered vales,
Diffusing languor in the panting gales :
To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves,,
Love-whisp'ring woods, and lute-resounding waves,
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps,
And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps ;
Where, eased of fleets, the Adriatic main
Wafts the smooth eunuch and enamoured swain*
Led by my hand, he sauntered Europe round,
And gathered ev'ry vice on Christian ground ;
Saw ev'ry court, heard ev'ry king declare
His royal sense of operas or the fair j
The stews and palace equally explored,
Intrigued with glory, and with spirit whored :
Tried all hors-d?ceuvre$y all liqueurs defined,
Judicious drank, and greatly-daring dined ;
Dropped the dull lumber of the Latin store,
Spoiled his own language, and acquired no more j
All classic learning lost on classic ground ;
And last turned air, the echo of a sound !
See now, half-cured, and perfectly well-bred.
With nothing but a solo in his head ;